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the weight and roundness of their bodies, the animal-note
of their voices. He and Cytheris belonged to a different
breed; and his separateness in love made him see the others
as they actually were. The spectacle was fascinating, dis-
quieting. If they could read his thoughts, they would turn
on him and rend him, as wild birds peck to death a bird
escaped from captivity.

The provision-shops were open; but all the others were
still barred and shuttered. No magistrates were sitting.
The Salian Priests had ceased their spring-rites; yesterday
they had been unable to make their procession to the Tiber,
and they were a little uneasy, though they did not believe
in Father Mars. For they were patricians, honorary priests.
But while scepticism had grown usual among the upper
classes, who held all the chief offices of the State religion,
the populace were becoming yearly more affected by
magicians claiming power over the stars and prophets with
apocalyptic threats and promises.

Since Caesar's murder all police supervision had lapsed,
and there were parties drinking, brawling, dancing, in the
main streets. Food-stalls had sprung up in spots where they
were not allowed at ordinary times, and with them a host
of wine-vendors. Wine was being sold from casks, barrows,
or tables. Many tumblers, contortionists, fortune-tellers,
balladists,, patent-medicine salesmen, conjurers, exorcists,
and religious fanatics had taken advantage of the large
floating audiences. Harlots, disregarding the bye-laws, and
dressed in yellow chemises, darted out of the lanes.

The streets were full of cries, and Gallus sorted them out
as he passed along. The various phrases wove together
somehow a congruous impression in his head, and he felt
no contradiction in their differing appeals. They were all
part of the merging madness of the world; and while he
despised the world for being outside the circle of his love,
he could feel the divergent passions and lunacies as awfully
united,in some surging impulse.

The pattern of the cries became in the blood of Gallus
Jfa& TOgenty oppressive enigma of life itself.
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